CHAPTER IV

Andrew Macphail

i AM not attempting to write here a biography of Andrew
Macphail. That must be left for other and worthier
hands, inscribing a larger page. I am not qualified for
the task. I never knew him during the earlier and more
strenuous days in. which his career was made ; I never
knew him in his home on "the Island/9 the environment
most congenial to his temper; and I never had the
honour of that war service which illustrated his middle
age and earned him his fitting knighthood.' It will
remain for someone intimate with these phases of his
career to write for us presently a full and worthy biography
of Sir Andrew Macphail, undoubtedly one of the most
outstanding and distinctive personalities that our country
has known.

But till such a task is undertaken it is fitting that those
of us who enjoyed his long friendship and companionship
should record our tributes to his memory.

I first knew Andrew Macphail nearly forty years ago
when I came to McGill, as nothing and nobody in
particular, in the unstable equilibrium of a " sessional
lecturer.5* On the strength of a few random excursions
into the kingdom of letters I was honourably admitted
to membership in the old Pen and Pencil Club, and
there I first knew Andrew. He was my senior by some
five years, and already an established and recognized
man, the first arduous period of his career gone by, his
life enlarged and tempered by marriage and fatherhood,
and shadowed already by that premature bereavement
that lay large across it*

From the first Andrew Macphail seemed to me, as he
still does, one of the most distinctive personalities I have
ever known. In his outward semblance he wore, then